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rTIHOUGH 'tis little the world sus- 
J_ peets it. there's near a'mosl ;is 
many fairy enchantments in 
America as in the Gem u' the Ocean 
itself— ami 'tis Brian O'Gaffcncv is the 
lad can swear to that. 

Ami Brian's was as quart a story, 
surely, as ever happened out o' the 
Emerald Isle. 

Brian, though he'd as good a wife, 
Kitty, as breathed the ! treat h of Amer- 
ica, and as brave a son and winsome 
a daughter as ever stepped in Amer- 
ican shoelealher, ami as trig and snug 
and warm a little home la short ways 
from the Parki as you'd meet between 
here :ind there; and though he'd been 
(as he should' happy n a mouse in a 
mill since the day he married Kitty 
with good luck fat her fortune, the 
divit (for it could lie no other) set his 
mini I workin' about millioneers the 
time Molly Carney's Johnny suddenly 
got the tump in the contractile' busi- 
ness, and paid a barrel o' money for 
a yacht to roll him round the world - 
as well as to Japan. Poor Brian! he 
moidhered his mind entirely tliinkin' 
day an' night upon this, till mighty 
soon, from bein* the happiest mortal 
under Heaven, he became the miser- 
ablest divil crawlin' on two feet. 

"I don't see," he'd complain, "what 
the Lott) had ag'in' me, anyhow, that 
He wouldn't make a millioncer out o* 
me. ■time as Molly Carney's Johnny, 
or William D. Munibagges, the fa- 
mous millioneer, or a dozen more who have a darne 
less right to the money!" 

The poor man's peace o' mind went like snow in 
Tune, and when his wife Kitty tried to raison with htm, 
he that used to worship the ground she walked on cut 
her with a curse, and tould her he'd never again be 
happy till he was either a millioneer or a madman. 

And the morv he figured to himself how he could 
command all the world's happiness, if the Lord should 
try him with only ten million itself, the more distracted 
he become. And when at last one lovely May Sunday, 
before he'd got. over the temper that Kitty's askin" him 
to buy her a summer dress Saturday night had sent 
him to bed in. he learnt that his handsome daughter 
Peggy (who he had marked out to marry a million) 
wanted his bUssin' to throw herself away on a boy of 
the Corrigans who drove a truck, and that his son Tom 
was walktn' out a daughter of the O'Keefes, whose 
father back in Ireland kept only .two cows, he (lew into 
a passion entirely. Anil him who in all his married 
years In-fore had never raised his hand higher than his 
voice, and whose- voice was never heard over the thresh- 
old, swore he'd clean out the caravansary, — wife, son, 
and daughter, bag, baggage, and bclongin's! And when 
theyM scurried into mouse- holes, and he couldn't gel a 
sinner, even, to answer him back, he clapped his hat on 
his head, and, cryin' out for the ten-thousandth time, 
"Why didn't the Lord make me William I). Muni- 
bagges?" tore out o' the house. 



Kitty Tore in, in a 
Ranting Rage. 



sight 



HPHF.RK'S a little rocky hillock that you may sec any 
* day in that shady corner of the Park contagious to 
Brian O'Gaffeney's home — a very pleasant, sunny 
knoll it is on a summer day, and one that would entize 
a man to come up and lie down and sleep (as many's the 
time it entized Brian till lie brought the Park policeman 
on his track) — neighbors used to vow was surely a 
Fairy Knoll if the like was in America. And 'twas this 
verv knoll Brian now steered for. his heart full o' black- 
ness. Ami cryin' out for the thousandth and oneth 
time. "Why didn't t he Lorq make me William I ). Muni- 
bagges- anvhow?" Hung himself face down on tin- fair}' 
knoll, bemoanm' how woeful for a poor workin' man 
and vexatious was the world that in his foul days las he 
now called them l he though! was hca|>ed with happiness. 

And. to and behold ye! he hadn't been lung benn >anin' 
Upon the knoll, when what would you have, but by 
some wonderful process, the workin's of which Brian 

himself can't yet rightly understand, he suddenly 
found himself aeatod in the grandest room of one ot* the 
gnrgeousest mansions on Fil"-ave., New York! And he 
wasn't Brian O'Gaffcney any longer, but William D. 
Munibagges, the famous millioneer! Like statues in 
even' corner of the r«n>m were ranged a gang o' flunkies 
stuck over with 90 much goold that they looked 
like thev'd greased themselves and taken a roll in 
the mint, all waitin' for his nod or wink to leap like 
uimpin' jacks. And there was a truckload of letters on spoke up from some- 
the table beside him, with a steam letter opener oper- where among the 
atin' them at a milea minute. letters: 

Brian was so dazed for the first minute that he couldn't "If you'll give me 
!-Iicve his senses he was railly William U. Munni- a few minutes of 
bagges; but when his clerk handed him a goold foun- your time, Sir," 
tain pen and a check for a million to sign, and he found says he. "there's 
himself as slick as slivers, writin' "William I). Muni- some eommuniea- 
bagges" to the bottom of it, he put a hearty "Thanks be tions here that 
to God!" out of him: for he knew his wish had come needs your atten- 
tive. While he was might v proud of the natural million- tion." 
eer stvle in which he wrote his name 30 that no one "Cheeks?" says 



could read it, he wondered what in 
name of Lanty he was payin' away 
million for, anyhow; but he daren' 
for fear to make the clerk suspicic 
And, anyway, what did a miserly mill 
matter to him? 

Of a suddent, however, he found hpn 
silt' puttin'out of him a screech 
nigh tore a hole in the ceilin', and yel 
"Crack the skull of the murderer 
drivin' a Spike through nie big toe! 

"Tour Honor," says the head fit 
"that's your gout, you know." 

"Gout!" says he. "Ye brazen 
of a lobster, will ye stand there am 
me to me face I've got the goat?" 

"You know, your Honor," says 
ftunky, "it's been makin* your life 
able for fifteen years gone. " 

"(Mi, it has, has it? says Brian, lays 
he. his eyes openin* to a new light. 

"But," says the flunky, "witbMhe 
help of the Lord and Dr. Uonnellylit'll 
not grow very much worse duririfl the 
remainder of your natural life." J 

"Thankee for the consolation!" Mian 
snaps so sharp that the flunky thight 
his nose was gone. And to smothi the 
grief this news brought him, Briaji re- 
membered that he now had the Ik Jan 1 
dearest of all at tables and drinlMblcs 
underneath the stars. So he was Atin' 
mighty pleased with himself again] 
he give the order, "Bring me in a li 
====== ^^ "f venis' 'ii fried in lard, a stuffed ti 

some nice rashers and eggs 
pig's feet with cabbage, a port 
steak, a bottle of even- kind of wine you've got 
iceUjx, and a DOX of the dearest George Henry cjatirs. 

Hi. lim r f Hunki ra lik-. 1 njimem -t tin nun ylrkm 
on strings, all together threw up their bands in firror. 
a look on their faces like someone stole their lastT" 
and the head t>eet!cr of them, l>owin' till his tlird 
met, said, "We're mighty sorry, but your Honor 
that on your gout's account you mustn't look or 
'or five years. And a cigar you daren't touch " 
of your insomny." 

"Insomny! Me insomny! What the divil 
mane. Sir?" Brian yelled, lookin" round for 
thin' to throw at him. 

"Why, you know, Sir, better than me," 
flunky, that three hours a week is the most Bou've 
slept in ten years. But, with good care and no tibauchy, 
the doctor thinks, five years from now we'll hwve ye 
slcepin' like a top at least three-quarters of ug hour 
every night." 

" |umpin' jiminity!" says Brian. And h_E 
"Then bring me the venison, turkey, rashers, a 
and pig's feet and cabbage! I'll try the best 
make a light lunch upon the snacks." 
, Hut the scoundrel 01 a flunky just shook his h 
said. "Your indi- 
gestion, you know, 
doesn't let you eat 
any kind of meat 
anymore* Cubbagc 

is poison, with your 
liver in the state it 
is. Ami I'd be tried 
for me life if I gave 
ye anything in the 
shape of an egg. It 
yon railly feet hun- 
gry, I'm allowed to 
get you some skim- 
med milk with linn- 
water, and, at my 
own risk, an on- 
ion tjtckle on the 
side." 

The fellow hail 
raison to thank 
Heaven he had no 
rheuniatiz in bis 
join is when he 
jumped to dodgC 

the stool Brian shied 
at him. And Brian 
was lookin' around 
for some other con- 
venient remarks to 
hand out to the 
villain, when the 
voice of his clerk 




pnaps, 

-•ggs. 
n to 



Brian, says he, lookin' to see where was the clerk's 
head. 

"No, Sir," says the clerk; "but there's two ton o* 
letters from charitable societies requestin' sums that, 
this mornin,' only total ninety-nine million three hun- 
dred ami forty-seven thousand six hundred and thirteen 
dollars and forty cents." 

"Bad luck to them!" says Brian, with all his heart. 
"Them charitable societies'are the barcfacedest robbers 
on the world's ridge! Send them somethin' to get my 
mime in the papers, though." 

"How much?" says the clerk. 

"Forty cents," says Brian. And then he says aloud 
to himself, "That makes ninety-nine million saved at 
one stroke. Not a bad rnnrnin's work." And he was 
feelin' good :ig:iin. "Is that my photograph! , " says he, 
"that 1 see on the front page of the mornin's paper 
beyond you?" 

"It is." savs the clerk. "I wanted to tell you about 
that." 

"Let me see it," says Brian, very proud ami smilin'. 
"Them newspaper chaps are daicent fellows. Send 
them a dollar to get a drink." 

"I wanted to tell you," says the clerk* snappin' the 
paper from him, "that the rascals put in your phot o- 
grapht as the man who squeezed out of business a poor 
widow woman in IVnnsylvany, who was strugglin' to 
raise a large family of small childer, two of whom died 
yesterday of starvation. 'Robber' and 'Murdherer' 
are the aisiest names they call ye." 

"Send the sioundrels a writ !" roars Brian as the gout 
in his toe made him bounce like a rubU-r ball, vellin', 
"Holy Murther!" 

"If you try that," says the clerk, "they'll never rest 
till they rake up a rijiment of widows out of whose 
mouths and the mouths of their helpless childer you've 
Stolen the bile and sup." 

"Ye lie!" says Brian. "1 never in all my Hie stole 
bite or sup from widow or child." 

"Of .course," says the clerk, says he, "it wasn't 
stealin': 'twas in the interests of trade. But." says lie, 
"we'd better get ahead with the mail. Here's a wamin' 
from an arnychist with the skull and crossl>ones on it, 
and one from the Black Hand requistin' a hundred 
thousand dollars within twentv-foiir hours." 
"I'm ruinated out an' out! wails Brian. 
"And givin* minute descriptions where it is to Ik? put," 
savs the clerk. "A man from Ioway writes to say that 
if you don't send him twenty-five thousand by return 
mail, he'll give the papers fidl particulars of how your 
great-granduncle stole a dollar from a blind beggar. 
Another letter is to tell you that the treasurer of the 
Consolidated Punkin Pie Company, which you chiefly 
own. has gone to Canada with* the cash. And this here 
is a letter savin' that the Hoboken Grand National 
Trust Company, which you lent a quarter of a million 
to three months ago, has busted; but they're sure they 
can pay seven cents on the dollar, possibly eight." 

"Any more joyous intill gcnce?" says Brian with a 
groan that would rend a rock. 

But the clerk was choked off instantly by William D. 
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Munibaggcs" confidential adviser come tcarin' in to an- 
nounce that the stock they had put a million into, week 
before last, in behopes of makin a fortune, hail gone to 
smithereens entirely, but they could get tiftv dollars for 
the outiit, if he sold quicklv. He was mighty sorry, 
too, to inform Brian that the ten thousand workers in 
their hook and eye factory had struck for double wages, 
half-hours, and a free lunch. 

"Tell (fee blackguards." shouted Brian, "to go to 
Fiddler's Green, nineteen miles bevoud a ' hotter 
place!" 

"No, no!" says the other. "We've got to give them 
everything they ax. otherwise we'll not only lose our 
fifty million contract for hooks and eyes for the Jap 
Army, but likewise- have to forfeit half of all you're 
worth in the world, for breach of contract." 

"'Tis glad tidin's you like to bring." says Brian, 
speakin" With the sweetne-s of a sarpint. "Come again, 
and come often!" 

Only the bad news had one advantage, anyhow. It 
nughiilv Rhcvcd tht MitTerin in his toe, 1 v lifun" the 
weight o" the pain to his heart. 

iV XI) when the confidential man, divin' out o' the 
room, had his stomach rammed by Mr. Muni- 
baggcs' private lawyer fiyin' in, Brian from the I>ottom 

of hi* heart prayed the divil's g«»*< 1 cure to him. 

"Mr. Munibaggcs." says the lawyer, spittin' pieces 



of the confidential man's waistcoat out of 
"I've a niece of delightful news for y 

"Thanks be to Heaven!" says Brian, says 
a sigh of relief. "Rowl it out," says he 

" That customs case ag'in' your wife," sa 
yer, "for tryin' to smuggle in a hundred th 
lars' worth of dresses and jew'lry, ean be sou; 
her spendin' one hour in jail, by payin t 
and fifty thousand, and forfeitin' the go> 
consider dirt cheap." 

Poor Brian just put a hcart-meltin' moan 
His sj>eeehes had left him. 

"Ami the newspapers promise," says the Bwyer, "to 
stop prinlin* her pieture and yours under me title of 
'High Tariff Evangelists' if we buy a pagftulvertise- 
ment in every Sunday issue for tivu.ycars. ad become 
lit. subs.Tilr.rs it mtllianeer rales V-wlm-Wot course 
We'll be delighted to do." 

"Delighted, to be sure 

that would turn cream. 

"To be sure, yes," says the lawyer: "we 
to have the papers agin 1 us at this critical 
as maybe you haven't yet heard — " 

"Don't rude it from me,* savs Brian, "if 
as the rest." 

"As maybe you haven't heard," went on 
"theCrowner's jury who were locked up all 
Golden Age Factory Fire Inquiry, this mon 
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says Brian, wi« a tongue 
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a verdict of wilful murder ag'in' you as the most 
prominent of the company — though you only own 
twenty-five dollars' worth of shares that you took over 
three weeks ;<go in lieu of a bad debt. They found it 
was your bounden duty to have widened all the staircases 
three feet, put on forty iron doors openin' out, and pro- 
vided five new lire escapes. " 

Brian's head, when lie heard this, was like a hedge- 
hog. "Will they hang me for it?" he wailed. 

'There," says the lawyer, "thank Heaven we have 
the foreway of them! By great good luek two charges 

of manslaughter on behalf of the last two childer your 

chauffeur killed were preferred ag'in' you yesterday; so 
we have the right to object to the murther trial till 
you have first served your sentence for the manslaugh- 
ter. By that time the murder men'll be SO tired waitin" 
that they'll only be too glad to take a plea of guiltv of 
murder in the fourth degree and let you off on a ten- 
year sentence." 

"Thanks be to Heaven!" savs Brian from the soles of 
his socks. 

"And now," says the lawyer, "if you give me your 
blank check duly signed, I'll run round to sec some 
Senators, and insense them into the ruination the 
Antitrust Bill will work the country if it isn't kilt 
quieklv. Here's vour doctor to see vou, anvhow." 

And poor Brian hadn't breath enough left to bid the 
Cor.tiptxeJ on pJgt 15 
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WHEN I found Marcia standing he 
fore the !<toking glass this morning, 
I confess I was a good deal sur 

prised. The ]«»int is that she bad do par- 
ticular reason for looking in it: she was not 
lixing her collar, or seeing whether there was 
smut on her nose from the kitchen stove, or 
doing an f of the other things that a mirr< ff is 
for. She was just looking, as a person does 
when he 'by which of course 1 mean she 
is worrying about wrinkles, and how old 
people think she is. and whether life has 
anything in store for her. Twilight is the 
time when you must want a mirror in this 
way; but you can't see so well then, and 
Marcia is practical. She is eight years older 
than I so perhaps it is not strange that 
she should begin to IiK.k for wrinkles; but 

she never has before, that I know of. We 
were left alone so early in our lives— except 
for I'nele I'hihp, who of course doesn't 
count very much —that she has always taken 
care of me and of the housekeeping, and 
such things seemed to Satisfy her; while 1 
have had almost in nhing to do except go to 
school, and of course help with my own 
dresses and with easy parts of the house- 
work. Most of the time I have done as I 
liked, and bad beauS like other girls, and 
put up my hair in a different style every 
two weeks, but Marcia never has. 

So I began la wonder; and the most 
probable explanation was Henry I'anuentcr. 
especiallv as he was here only last night. 
He has spent a good many of h.s evenings on our 
veranda this summer; but for a long time I thought of 
it only as a good way to cool off; for we have u very 
comfortable porch, and Marcia 's grape juice, with 
chipped ice in it, is about as good as anything you 
could wish for on a hot night. Now that I think back, 
it dt>es seem that Henry has come oftener than this 
would account for; for instance, on one or two chilly 
evenings when ire had to go into the sitting room to 
lie quite comfortable. But, as far as that goes, he has 
always claimed to feel especially friendly to us, ever 
since he came here last spring and bought old Mr. 
Ainslee's stationery and l>ook store. He savs it is l»e- 
euuse we were his lirst patrons, the day lie took charge. 
It was really I, and I shall always remember it. because 
we had rather a queer conversation for a first one. 

It was an errand of Marcia 's that I went in for. She 
wanted u copy of " The Household I Jictionary," which 
has everything in that you want to know, arranged 
alphabetically. -Asl>cstos, Baking, Canning, Disin- 
fecting. Embroidery Stitches, and so on. Mr. Ainslee 
had often urged her to buy it: but she had just made 

up her mind. Henry Parmenter couldn't and it for 
sometime, and when he did he said: 

"That sort of book isn't much in my line." 

And I said, u .\or mine either. It's my sister who 
wants it." 

"And what is your line of books. -1 " he asked. 

"Well. I'm afraid I'm not what you would call a book 
person." 1 said. "It will be stationery that you'll have 
to try to sell me. The books I like best are al>out out- 
doors, and even then it's always a question whether 
the real thing isn't t>etter than reading about it." 

"Did vou ever try 'The Bible in Spain'? 1 ' he said. 

"No, indeed," said I. "I never heard of it. That 
surely isn't an out of doors book." 

"Well, not a nature Study book, if that is what you 
mean," he said; "but most of the things in it happen 
out of doors. 1 wish you would take this copy along, 
and try it. You don't need to buy it, and it doesn't 
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matter if it gets a little worn in your h 
to try to start a little circulating library hef 
the first thing on my list." 

So ol course I couldn't Well refuse, aniffllc wrapped 
up the book with "The Household DictioBrv." That 
was our Jlrst meeting; though we hail hew introduced 
at Mrs. Oilman's the vets- day after he anted in town. 
Three or four days later -that is, after 1 )um been in the 
store — 1 was working in the garden whenMc came by; 
and be Stopped and asked me if it w.ts my Aster that he 
saw on the |mrch, and if so would I mid presenting 
him, as he would like inquire al».ut "The Hnii.-i-li. -M 
I KctMBiary, whether she found ii satisfac^w. He said 
be might have inquiries for books of thatBort, and al- 
ways liked to know what to recoimnetw 1 invited 
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him in, and meantime was frightened to 
I thought be would ask me every mini] 
Bible in Spain,' in which I hadn't ye! 
But no; he never mentioned it, nor pai 
tion to me cither, but had quite a long tal 
abbot the dictionary, and the cherries sh 
Up, and the best kind of cans to use for t 
time be lef t Mar. ia had decided that he w:usaii unusttj 
intelligent young man; how young, ni.bojy could 
sihlc tell; for he has one of those smooth ■ravish faces 
that look just the same from twenty-livowo fifty, and 
no one here seems to know anything of lis past hie. 
This is a good deal to write about I lent* Parmenter, 

when I am not yet at all certain that he iflthe cause of 
the change in Marcia. There is a chanSK 1 can't be 
mistaken in that. But there is somethw else to ac- 
count for it; t fiat is "The 1 Joniesl ic Monthly. " Marcia 
subscribed for it the lirst of the year, an<Mt has had a 
real influence on her character. At first I was glad, for 
it always seemed to me that she must new something 
to interest her besides housework, and "Tut Monthly" 
lias a great deal to say about broadening and deepening 
one's life in many different directions; but'Jately 1 have 
been afraid it would make her discontented, and this 
looking glass incident .seems lo show lll*l I may be 



right. If I am, I don't know how wc shall 
get on; for up to this time I have had all 
the sentiment in the family, and Marcia all 
the practical, good sense. It would be rather 
hard to rearrange things on a different 1 >asis. 

September 1 1. 
TT is certainly true, as I was beginning to 
think when I wrote that last page, three 
weeks ago, that Marcia is ( hanging. The 
climax came this morning, when she altered 
her hair. She has always worn it in the 
same way. ever since I can remember, 
parted in the middle and drawn back to a 
simple coil behind. Oh, sometimes she 
would change the position of the coil a 
little, so as not to look really queer, but 
not with any real interest in the new styles 
such as most of us had. This morning it 
was plain that she had had it up in papers, 
and the front was puffed into what vou 
might almost call a pompadour. I gave 
one look, and gasped. "Why, Mania!" 

"Well?" she said, and I could see that 
she felt embarrassed. "Does it look as bad 
us that?" 

"<)h, no," said I. "It looks very nice. 
But for you, Marcia — it doesn't seem really 
you.* 

She was a little hurt. "Why shouldn't 
I look nice, as well as anybody, Caroline? 1 

I am really not so very old yet." 

"Why, of course not, Dear," I said; "but 
you know — " 

**Ves, I know. I have looked just the 
Same, and done just the same things, day after day and 
year after year, and never thought there was anyihing 
else to live for; but now I have discovered that there is. 
You need not \*c frightened, Caroline. 1 am not going 
to give up washing dishes ami sweeping; but I am 
going tn try to open my soul lo all the beauty in the 
World, and a little more attention to appearance may 
help me. You have always done so more than I have, 
and don't need to make any such resolutions." 

I was somewhat relieved by this; for at lirst I had not 
known whether Marcia would have something to tell 
me about Henry Parmenter or "The Domestic Month- 
ly"; and now 1 felt sure it was the latter, for that sen- 
tence about "opening the soul to all the beautv in the 
world" sounded just like "The Monthly," and notatall 
like Henry. As fur him. I think Marcia cannot be so 
much interested in him as she seemed at first. And I 
think I am glad; for, while he is a very nice man, he is 
just a little too superior for a brother in law. I fmd my- 
self asking what he would say about anything, I feci 
like doing, as I certainly never have with any of the 
Other young men in Bridgewater; and I don't quite like 
it. But he, pOOf fellow, seems Quite as much interested 
in Marcia. And he has had bad hick lately; for once he 
called when Marcia was out. and there was only I to 
talk to, and once she was up to her elbows canning 
peaches, and would not come out of the kitchen, though 
I offered to take her place. On that last evening, when 
all other subjects hail given out, wc hail to fall back on 
"The Bible in Spain, " and I could admit to having read a 
little of it an<l liking it — some. 

"But I don't really think I shall finish it," I said: "for 
it is pretty king, and doesn't go straight ahead so that 
you have any chance to get excited- So, if you want to 
circulate it, you had better take it Kick without wailing 
for me." 

"Then you are not exactly a Borrovian," he said, 
with one of his queer smiles. (I don't know whether I 
spell the word right or not.) 

"A what/" I laid, and then remembered that it 
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lawyer good niornin*, go to the divil, or any 
other usual civility, as ht* left. 

JJGCTCflR, doctdr. darlin\" says Brian, 
saya Ik-, when his .speech returned to 
him, "I'm glad you've cofne! If you banish 
this pain that's worse ten thousand times 
than purgatory out of my big toe, ye can 
name any fee your conscience '11 Cimme- 
rian*', ail exLt-edin vour own WLttbt m 
goold." 

The doctor he shook his head. "Mr. 
Munikigges," says he, "if I was Missed with 
the gift, never yet known to mortal man. of 
curin' the gout, even the fat man's weight 
in goold at the dime museum wouldn't give 
cm one tenth as orach delight as would the 

relievin' a poor tortured human of the 
agonies you, poor divil, have suffered for 
lii teen years gt me— and. unfortunately, must 
sutler lor the remainder of your natural 
life." 

Brian. at this news, let a woeful s.reech 
out o' him. Anil -Wurra, wurra, wurra!" 
says he. wringin' his hands. "Can nothin' 
In- done for meat all. at all.'" 

"Oh, yes, yes." says the doctor, says he, 
very reasstlrin . "a great deal can be done, 
I'm delighted to say, to relieve your other 
complaints." 

Poor Brian's groan, 
would tear a hole thro 

"What, in the name of Heat en. do you 
piean? says he. 

"I mean," says the doctor, says he. "that 
exi t ptin* for your liver, \\hieh is of eourse 
post 1 urin', and your disaised heart, which I 
daren't tinker with any more, on my peril 
and yours. I feel certain that after your ap- 
pendix is removo!. if you survive the opera- 
lion, which o,uite possible, you're likely to 
Ii\ e the remainder of your life; on condition, 
however, that you walk ten mile on the 
empty stomai h every momin*. take eleven 
g«K>se'berries fur breakfast, go without !un< h. 
and cat no dinner, and drink seven quarts of 
whey between meals, and three-quarters of a 
1 M.t tie of cOtfbVer oil for a nightcap, and never 
look at tobacco more. Then," says he, 
"providin" your heart holds out. and your 
liver acts like a gentleman, you'll be the 
soundest ami healthiest millioneer outside a 
sanatorium. A thousand dollars." says the 
doctor, flypin' his flipper for his daily fee. 
"And good momin'," says he when he got it, 
"and 1 hope vou'U have a glad and joj some 
day." 

T$t M >R Brian was puttm' Mil of him a moan 
" that would melt the heart of a whin- 
stone rock, when his wile Kitty, so plastered 
with lcw'lry that he lotildn't see more than 
her nose at one time, tore in. in a rantin' 
rage, and went whirlin" round the room like 
a red Indian. 

"Kitty, Kitty, asthore," says Brian, says 
he. "what's come over ye at all. at all-'" 

"I have put my cast-." says she. "in the 
hands of a Lower." 

-What ease. Kitty achree?" says he, in 
fnighty wonderment. 

"For separation and seven hundred thou- 
sand alimonv," says she. "It isn't once, and 
it isn't fifty times alone, says she, "ye bald 
headed old desaiver, that I've. warned you to 
stop your gallivantin" with chorus girls! 
But it was sorra use," Bay* she. "The old 
f. -.1 is ever an* always the worst fool" 

"Kitty! Kitty! Kitty!" says Brian, says 
hi-. "Is it take leave of your senses ye have 
done? What are ye ravin' about vhorus 
girls?" . _ 

"I'll let ye know that in the divorce court, 
savs she. "I have every particular of your 
coin's on. — day and d ite. chapmtfcaad verse 
lor each, lunches and dinners, suppers and 
atftomobektt, with the chorus hussies, and a 
yard high of love letters smellin" like an ex- 
plosion in a stent factory. The papers." 
■*ys she, "'H make line readin* for the town 
game niornin' soon. One'd think." says she, 
"that an old bah! ruin like you, with one foot 
in the grave and the other 1 mly half out of it. 
would b« niakin' your soul, instead of such 
S- andalotis goin's on. "Vis little wonder." 

Bha "diat the divil s torttirm the soul 
out o' vou with the K<*"t here— a very smalt 
earnest of the preparation he's preparin' for 
you hereafter. 

■Kitty. Kitty o' me heart. Brian pleaded 
with her, "what's come over ve. anyhow — 
for to even mention such goin's on to your 
own husband who's been faithful as the 
Qoodtidc to vou for forty years.'" 

But Kittv. in a Maze o' wrath, had swept 
out o" the tOOOt, with the salute that she d 
never spend another night under his roof. 
And Brian, in the pain that took hold of his 
heart for thinkin' what had come over Kitty, 
Who'd beC« the light of his life, near a most 
forgot his gout altogether, for five minutes. 



Continued from page 8 

"Pity look down on me!" says he. "Isn't it 
the sad case I am entirely!'" 

"There's nothing so bad, Sir." says the 
head tlunky, says he, bowin' and tryin' to 
comfort him, "bat it might be a hundred 
times worse. Here's a tilligram," says he, 
"from your son Tom. to say he's married a 
showgirl." 1 

"Me son Tom.'" Brian shouts. 

"Vour son Tom, sure enough." says the 
flunky. "He's wired from I'hiladelphy, ask- 
in' your blissin'." 

"And there's a polii eman just come to the 
door." savs another tlunkv, "to report that 
vour daughter's run away with the new 
ehaufTeur. 

Faith! The gout, bad as it was. couldn't 
keep him from uimpin' on his feet, and 
ehasin' his tail like a entry one round and 
round the room, makin" .1 scatteratiun on 
eve. vit ing and a™ irvhod-" . ; i u in his v. iv 
try-in" to tear the hair that should be on his 
head but wasn't, ami eryin' out, "Kitty, me 
heart, wantin' alimony to tabic me! Tom 
gone off with a showgirl! Ami Peggy run 
awav with a hoodlum! Ochone. ochoiie for 
the happy days, forever gone, when we were 
bBssca with poverty!" 

A RUCTION tliat rose in Fif'-ave. vvith- 
**■ oat, that instant drew his attention, 
and, dashin' to the w indow to find the cause, 

10 and behold ye. what did he witness, but 

his old eeJf, Brian O'Gaffenev, in his old suit 
of f&borin' clothes, mounted on the tail end 
of a wagon in front of the mansion, in the 
middle of a mob of socialists and amy* hists. 
denouiicin' all millioneers, and William 1). 
.Munil-agges first and foremost among them, 
ami enioiiragin" the riotous mob to smash 
into his house, and divide the wealth they'd 
get there.' 

A roar went up that should rattle the 
stars from that riotous mob the minute t'ley 
beheld him at the WA)do%. But. for fear 
Brian O'tiaffeney would get away , he raised 
his vi ti. e above the roar and yelled, "A hun- 
dred thousand dollars to the arm., hist who 
holds that red headed chap cm the tail end 
of the wagon till I get into him; for lie's me 
by right-;, ami I am not nieself at all!" 

But that instant, seem' an amyi hist, who 

11 tobed 1 1 s if he w ashed his face every Christ- 
mas, rai-in" a bomb to hurl at him. he 
m' reec bed like a pooka, and turned tail to 
run. lie was too late, though; for the bomb 
hit him a potthogne Khind that made him 
bawl like a bull and bounce fifteen yards into 
the air. 

And when he flopped down, feelin' in his 
soul that he was surely a 'lead man, it dunih- 
fottndhered him to hear a voice above him 

swearin', "Bad luck. -to }'c, ye spris-sawm! 
Slecpin' 011 the park grass ag'in, and yellin' 
like a rhinoieros! By me faith, you'll foot it 
tit the court this time!" 

And Brian, sittin' up with a :crk. and 
tindin" himself in his own shape sittin' on the 
F t-n Knoll wiih f^rk F; li :n a.i \F( urk 
ragiti' above him. anil raisin' bis foot to give 
him another kick in the same place, went 
near a'niost crazy with joy. Ami McGurk 
thought 11 wis defy in hiinscb and tlu t:ov 
he was. when Brian from the bottom of his 
heart said, "Any sentence yc get me, short 
o' hangin', '11 be joy eternal. Imprisonment 
for life." savs he. '"'11 be like a holiday at 
Conev!" 

He could only find nineteen cents in his 
pocket; but lie mollified McGurk with that. 
"And." says he. "T wish to Heaven it was 
nineteen thousand! And in troth." says he, 
"if you'd have come on the scene five min- 
utes sooner. I could a given you that as aisy 
as kiss me hand." 

"VYAH^X Brian, as happy as a hare in har- 
" vest, reached his own snug little home, 
he found ready for him a meal that would 
water the mouth of a dead man; for the 
mate of Kitty as a cook wasn't to be met 
with in many a mile. And Brian seated 
Kitty to one" side of him at the table, and 
peggy to the other, and his brave son Tom 
forninst him, ami to the family's flaliber- 
gastin' he saved a gnu'e that was as long as 
a high mass. And "Kitty," says he. as they 
ate dinner, "go down town tomorrow 
niornin" and buy yourself a pair of the hest 
and dearest dresses that money can pur- 
chase; for a faithful wife vou've been to me, 
and such rare quality should be rewarded. 
You'd better take Peggy with you," says he, 
"and buy her a weddin' dress. Let it be a 
gorge ms one." says be, "that'll do credit to 
the daicent boy in her own sp'ere of life that 
she's goin' to* mam-. Mike Corrigan is a 
credit to all truckmen," says he. 

And the eyes of both women were as big 
as sam-ers. ; 

"And, Tom," says Brian, says he, across 
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Generations of Undated 



Alas for the woman whose face is dated! When she's 
they say she's -10. W hen she's 40 they say she's .">.">. 
his is a woman unfairlv dated. 

Thus does a harsh world add 10 or 15 years to the 
man with a dated face. Thus is a woman's power and 
tuence lessened because she neglected to preserve her 
.nhful loi ,ks. 

youthful beauty lingers longest in faces faithfully mas- 
ted with 

OMPEIAN 

Massage Cream 



tutv hint fur preventing those 
which date a VOtBUl face 



111 >!•;!- 



Here's a 
tell-i.il. 
so unfairly. 

Ordinarily 

ene.l faw.hMf.illow this method just before 
appesnrit! inBuLhc. when seconds Count : Ap- 
plv a jn rich ipomiieian to each unmoistened 

r iM If IT MasAt- vigorously. I« a f'"W seennds 
out at the pA mils the cream, darkened an J 
dirt-laden. Kin health is now possible. 
Result.' Ku are astonished. The old, 



sallow, lifeless skin becomes clear, fresh and 
youthful. The lired lines begin to disappear. 
Your cheeks assume a youthful gluw. 1 OH 
(o»fc ytars youngrr. 

In a million families Pompeian Massage 
Cream is making it vastly easier to have 
three generativHi of undated fact;. Yes. use 
Pumpeian Cream an-i go through lifo with a 
face undated. At all dealers', but be sure 
you get Pompeian. the original massage 

cream, 50c, 75o and $1. 
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The Science of 
Money Making 

\ff- you able to instantly solve the daily 
problem* that confront the man o( business ? 
Do olhm recognize in you sufficient business 
acumen to entrust you with responsibility — 
their capital and confidence, or are you "grind- 
ing" as an unde»- paid office, bank, store, shop, 
ot factory employee ; a small tetailer, manu- 
facture! 01 man who has "'reached his limit? 
To meet the national demand for a business 
science course that will within a short time 
(Tain a man tn the Science of Money Making, 
ihe College of Investments was founded — it 
i* a business man's University. Similar 
courses, no doubt, will soon be established 
at Harvard, Yale and Princeton . 
Id this age of strenuous competition men who 
hope to acquire success must understand the 
science of business — the Science of Money 
Making. 

There hat beam RMM into ihia remarkable course ihe 
■nature eipenence at hi' J- headed, luufdul Lunnra 
mm, »L> hive consumed yean of their Mr in saining 
iKnr fi|«i-:.' The c«unr contains all the vital <->- 
vnnahfoi money mailing in ilmosi any lineol hunneu. 
ll unm thousands ut ictnla lyilemabcally tauuht, 
anananl m .1 >i >: 4 I '-■ I manner for thr aludent 
r 1 r ■■ . j ■■ f a term ot fniirteea monlhi. whsch may be 
taken at ihe College at Uvetlmenli or by mail, at a 
coal ut $1.00 a month lor |MM moatht— or MO.W 
for me complete tout* 

Write today and Male wheih<-f you arc employer or 
employed, Set oul your pfoulrint and »tat« your am- 
raoms. Trtecowsr- mm H «e. iall> arlecled m hi your 
needs and applied personally to your case. Men who 
He eierunvea themselves »«y these courses will in 
turn make an eircuave out oi any healthy man. hui.il 
ing hu buancM character fitro ihe ground up It will 
: ...» voar Macros. Write today tot the inspiring, 
comiireheMiye literature ot the College of Investments. 
No man n a failure who ha* a fob. 

COLLEGE OF INVESTMENTS 

Parkway Bui Idiot I Fifth Floor < Philadelphia 




Is (he rloor 6nisb that standi itie wear of many feet 
and leneibens the Uc of liuulcumi. It's bcel- proof, 
water- prmjf. 
Send for Free Sample Panel 

coated with "61." Tr< it wiib your heel. Pm, 

mjy dm Iht MM hui tht carnriA ufln'r crtui. 
Two raloable book'. "Trie Finished Floor" and 
"Decorative Interior Finiilurie." sent free. 

If your dealer ha-n't "61." addreaa us at 
03 TonawanJa SC. Buffalo, N. Y. In Canada, 
5 Court wngtu 5U. Briugeburi. Out arm. 

PRATT & LAMBERT VARNISHES 

» . ' -.'i.'." Established 6£ Years 
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"Swan Safety 1 



FOUNTPENS 



will not LL\K, no mailer In what, posi- 
tion they are carried. Carry a * SWAN 
SAFETY " in your pocket, uag. purse, or suit 
case, and it will not leak. For tallies' use the ' Swan " 
i* [he one perfect pen because it nil) not soil the tinkers 

and i« always ready to write: can be carried in purae 
or hand baa in any position without tear of leaking. 
At <ilt sUtioners and jfurlert, price $S.»> up. 
Write fur tllustrutrJ price Hit. 
M A Bit. TODD & CO. 

.. Laae. V- Vark 209 Sa. Stale St.. OiKago 

Toronto. London, Pan*. Sidney 



Scotch Style Calabash Pipes f^FEiS 

UhykiUyouraeJfbyamoaingaatroogpipe? UtSSjBBB 
Vou can get a Sealck 
Calabash that absorbs all 
nicotine and poisons and 



■moke. Money back if 
you are not sabaned. 
THE HOY II. PIPE C<K 




Stamps 
taken. 



the table to his son, "you ought to hire a rig for my part," says h 

at Martin O'Leary's livery ami give that within fields of anj 

sweet little O'Keefe girl an evenin's on tin' chorus girls." 

that'll do her heart good. I'm thinkin'. Tom, But he went 

if you want a good wife, you might aisy go together when, 

farther and fare worse than cJtOQM Buy prayed, by way of 

O'Keefe. Her people's well come home." for inakin' us all 

say* he. "A daieenter man than her grand- workin' people." 

father never entered a fair in Fermoy." Yet from the he 

If all this surprised them, it was dumb- all said, "Amen! 

foundered out an' out his wife was when he , _ , -_M_ 

BOWCaKd her nana underneath the table ana FcJWor- 

Whispered to her, "Kitty dear, promise you'll Entered at Stat 

never laive mc, nor look for alimony. And 1011, by Bettttuw Mi 



"I'll swear never to go 
iow where they keep 

leir comprehension al- 
dinner's close, he 
.c, "Thanks be to God 
and happy, and hard- 

>m o' their hearts they 

idaptation from Irish 

iers' Hall. Copyright, 
Manus. 



NATURAL SUFFRAGETTES 



lY ETHEL COLSON 



" 1 HOSE devoted suffragettes who elaim in she has long reserved to herself the privilege 
* In-half of their chrnshed theories that of making marriag4jropos;ds, the persistent 
feminine leadership is "old as the hill.-, and "song" so often ariMsad'y noticed by suffer- 
quite as natural," are now receiving uni'X- ing humans being fce love chant by means 
peeled continuation and support. No longer of which the tinyMamorous creature put 
neetl they depend alone upon Deborah at lishes her uillingnA to 
Israel, the Greek Amazons, and that far studious .scientistsMave 
famed Polynesian trilK- in which the women 



rule with such signal success, for illustrative 
exampks. From strange and distant regit ms 
of the earth, as from all the living kingdoms 
there"!", — bird, beast, and insect. — come ti- 
dings uf g\ neeratie governments, remarkable 
aselTeetivc, at once wide reaching and unit pie. 

Ernest Thompson- So ton, for instance, in 
his wonderful new work, "Life Histories of 
Northern Animals," is authority fur the 
statement that there are successful suffra- 
gettes anv>ng the elk of the Wapiti herd. 

"The individual in that herd." says the 
distinguished naturalist, "who ean impress 
on the others that he is the wise one. the safe 
I tat i" follow, eventually becomes the leader. 
\itmlierle>s observations show that this 
wise one is not the big bull but almost in- 
variably an elderly female. She is the one 
that has impressed the others with the idea 
that she i- safe to follow. — that she will lead 
them into no foot traps; that she knows the 
best pastures and the best ways to them; 
that >he has learned the salt licks and the 

watering places that are safe and open to all 
around; that her eves and ears are keen; 



amazing mosquii 

quitos sting as rm 

but, whether bed 
out of fashion in 
the mosquito sul 
marry no more in 

shaye in mosqulta 
most ceased to si 

Feathered Militant 



be wedded. Late 
noticed a new and 
phenomenon. Mos- 
h and sharply as ever; 
se vocal love has gone 
quitodom, or because 
agists have decided to 
il allowed a more active 
vernment, they have al- 



AMONG 
variou, 



ind that she will take good care of herself not peculiar to th 
mil incidentally of the band. This female she justly dtscri" 



eathBed folk may be found 
inteftting examples of femi- 
nine recognition a<l equality of the sexes. 
Father and MothejOstrich take turns in the 
nest and with thwubsequent parental du- 
ties. Herr StorkAs is fitting for a gentle- 
man so Intimate! associated with babies, 
[K-riornis a cert ail share of nursery and 
home-making woS, But it has remained 
for the trim andfciminutive phalarnpe to 
carry the note offcminine independence to 
the 1 light-it known pitch. Agnes Dean- 
Cameron, a ctcvcAnd courageous Canadian 
woman who not long >ince penetrated into 
far arctic regiom discovered in distant 
Alaska an attraev'c "long-legged wader," 



h-adership." he says further, "is common to 
almost if not al) horned ruminants. " 

The same authority declares, moreover, 
that m >t only suffragism hut occasional 
celibacy is a recognized institution among 
the high wild animals. "Old maids" and 
"old haiheliTs" he finds quite common; the 
"old bachelors'' usually being distinguished the house, the 
by their "unet-rtain temper," while the "old all the featheret 
maid" i> set apart by her "tine condition" no alone incubates 
less than by her freedom from maternal cares. Phalaropes are 

Papa who tucks 



f 



quo da Lac shores.whom 
as "the militant suffra- 



gette of all birdd 

"Madame PhaMrope." says Miss Came* 

eri P M • : h. r W» . >.g:" : ' ' l-' l«'p< i\V let 

scarcely could h«flrione by proxy); but in 
this eliminates «yd terminates all her re- 
sjionsibilitit 
'this, no more. 



Suffrjge Among the Ant* 

AMONG the ants, ackm iwledged the wisest 

and most progressive of inscctSt ft-minine 
govi-rnment has always prevailed. Henry 
C. McC'.>ok, w ho probably knows more about 
ants than anyone else in the world, says that 
all ant governments ai'vgyiiarchivs, the rulers 
ami workers .dike belonging to the "petticoat 
persuasion"; the masculine ants apparently 
being regarded ;is mere curled anil scented 
darlings, supported by the admiring finiati s 
in idleness anil luxury. The eminent myr- 
meculngist, whose emmet classic, "Ant 
Conmuinilies." makes the tiny, industrious 
ant seem indent! a marvelous creature, finds 
that no civilizations, human or animal, are 
so well governed as those whose study the 
"Wisest Man" recommended to his son. 

Ants, says Mr. MeCook, form vast na- 
tions, which may be regarded as powerful 
confederacies and empires. They main- 
tain standing armies, police forces, and other 
protective organizations. They are expert 
engineers, horticulturists, and farmers, fenc- 
ing in and milking large flicks of tin- green 
aphis, famous for the precious honey dew. 



and teaches the 
grace and to eat 
and contrary to 
the brilliant phu 
ows fall where roll 
long-leggedly wit 
and together tin 
gles toward fret 

prototypes. 

Chtppewyan Woi 

0m of th t 



imonial and maternal — 
: ather Pludarope builds 
henpecked husband of 
families who does. He 
eggs, and when the little 
lered into the vale il is 
.-ir bibs under their chins, 
tu peep their morning 
•ly. Mama, meanwhile, 
laws of the game, wears 
Ige. When evening shad- 
Lbc Athabasca, she struts 
>ther female Phalaropes, 
liscuss the upward strug- 
of their unfeathered 



Are Bosses 

unfeathered" creatures, 
is the Chippewyan In- 



her, whom the amused 
ards as the "Xew Red 



oddly en 
dian wife and 
Miss Cameron 
Woman." 

"We see in lie 
household. N 
yard or pound 

expressed consent Indeed, the traders re- 
fuse to make a bargain uf any kind with a 
Chipj>ewyan mai without the active ap- 
probation of the Wife. When a Chippewyan 
family moves camp, it is Mrs. Chippewyan 
who directs the laae of march." 

Unhappy marriages are said to be rare 



fai 

,f g, 



essential head of 
sold to the trader, 



rding to the etiquette of 
lot only refrain from at- 

lin her, but must in all 
lder smooth and easv her 



They not only stand ready at all times and among the Chipplwyans; but when they do 
seasons to protect their own. but frequently occur the ehildren are by unwritten law eon- 
carry the war into the enemies' country ceded to belong wholly to the wife, while 
with a vengeance, not to say with N'apoleon- in ease of scparatfcn the husband is expected 
lc ingenuity anil cleverness. And all this to "play the garna)" manfully, and to the bit 
wonderful work is carried on by woman ants, ter end. ShoulflMrs. Chippewyan decide 
working under the direction of woman h ad- to return to the pome of her girlhood, Mr. 
ers, the only blot upon the escutcheon of the Chippewyan. ac 
formican suffragist being her humanlike in- the tribe, must 
ability to cope with the problem of domestic tempting to res 
service. Because of this inability, the ant ways possible 
armies raid neighboring ant kingdoms, returning path. 2 

earn- off large numbers of prisoners, and re- In a comparatively recent instance a 

tain them in perpetual bondage. It is not Chippewyan brave had a narrow escape 

known, however, whether these slaves are from death at tfie hands of his indignant 

ill or well treated, nor by what methods they peers because. When his wife left, him, he 

are kept from showing fight. bade her walk north with her children while 

he drove the sledge in an opposite direction. 

Mosquito* Are Up to Date Tribal feeling wa|strongly to the effect that 

ANOTHER highly successful suffragist of the discarded marital partner really should 

the insect world is the feminine mos- have seen his forier sweetheart safely to her 

qutto. She is so "advanced," indeed, that father's keeping? failing such perfection of 
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ZO tntt.es Wirf* 

Only $9.50 

The wonderful Star-Tyd" pau-nt proc««. ownrd hy 
1. prevents Ihe delicato flues br. nkmj \ •£<*»•* 

t joules* thko you pay eliH where fur ordinary willuwi 

Stay-Tyde Willow Plumes 

IS inchaa luni ID Indioa *ridc # 3.50 

2t " —.20 - " .... 0..S0 
23 *' "* ...-3S ■' " 1-4.50 



Black. Hbiu and < 



$5.00 



FRENCH CURL PtUMES w e have ««bii.h £ d . - rf,t wid d 

roads of rich, flomy. beat male 
tf Wld* ft .OO Bi3L with wide, broad fibers and 

20 7.50 b»vr F 

n IO.OO 

.<rnAj!>c to cover vxcrraii charvea and we nil} nhrp anv of above 
C.O.D. forrrf uaniiHlun. Or aerd full BWtcasM pnre and 
w r will M-nJ. oil tkaro" wixiid. Money i.n.mptly refunded 
tf far any reaaon you are not oatisficd. Sand for f raja) catalog 
of French or Willow Plum. • .Oairifh Bar.d» Ai«-reltca and gtla 
(omplrlf fiS.vvcuiirat M Millinery .Uyinu. CleaiunB.Cuxlina;. etc. 

South African Importing Co. ^ 



DON'T PAY TWO PRICES— | 

Sa>e I1S.0O to VS.. 00 on 

HOOSIER 
RANGES 

AND 

HEATERS 

"Why not buy the brst when 
can buy thrm at such l"W. un. 
d-ol Factory Pntr.f Til I ft TT 
Pill FHEETttlaL BtFORE VI 
Hit. Our De* improve writs abso- 
lutely iurjviss anvlhinuei eT m I ahll I ll 

*Wnnm r*wa% ntti 

I 01 R FELE CiTALDO aSU PRICbls. 
| BOQ31 EH 8T0TE Fat'TOHf MM Hiatr, WU Marios, lad. 




MUeJ with water Calox forms peroxide Of 
liydrocen, the only known substum-e that will 
whiten the teeth without injury. 

DenttsU advise its usr. Phytuians prescribe it. 
All Druijgists, 25 cent*. 

Sample onif tttfs4fa| iter an trtjn?\t 

McKESSON & KOBB1NS. NEW YORK 

1 . lur tar Cwioa Tooth Uriah. :<■'„ 




SHADE 
ROLLERS 
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U f'l .1 anrt UDeq u -il led. 
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For College, School, Society or Lodge 

[><■-. ri ; , -[■..■ catalo, with atlraft- 
ive prices mailed frvc uixin requtst. Either *aj . 
siy It? of pins here illustrated witb aay ttini? /HllOl 
k-ltfra and figurcB. on,- or two color* of .-namel 
STERLING SILVER, lire each. $3 00 doz . 
SILVER PLATE, 10c each: Si. 00 dot 
BAST1AN BROS. CO., Dept. 797, Rochester, N. Y. 
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PlATENTS s FEZ RETURNED 
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VICTOR J. EVANS & CO.. W B ahi.n B toD. D. C. 



One Inventor gets rich : another gets notliinir. New 12B p. book 

Patent Fortune Intense Interest to I - ■ .. tells 

ji hy. Ahoul Yritn., Rewards. BtC I ortuiie Making 
1' -in ' Future. T ■. I - L tor 00 ~' 

Patlid,,, Pa.eat W Peat. 44, Barrister BUr, D. C 

All ccinrribuciiins to the Magazine 
Section should be addressed to ihe 

Editor THE ASSOCIATED 
SUNDAY MAGAZINES 

Fifty-two East Nineteenth Street 
New York City 



